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Mary Austin 

Knowing there is no untying 
The knot of free-given affection. 

Let darkness come upon her! 

Let her feet stumble 

Into the Black Lake of Tears! 

Let her soul drozun, 

Let those above not hear her! — 

By the black raven's plume, 

By the owl's feather! 

NEW-MEXICAN LOVE SONG 

The long last lights on the mesas fail, 

And the twittering quail and the coo-doves cease; 

The young wind walks in the tasseling corn — 

Ohe! 
But there's never the fall of your foot in the trail, 
And the twilight hour is long, 

Beloved — 

Ohe!— 
And the twilight hour is long! 

The moon comes over the canon wall 

The tombes wake, 

And the slim flutes call, 

And the dew drips down from the tasseling corn — 

Ohe! 
But there's never the sound of your voice at all, 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

And the twilight hour is long, 

Beloved — 

Ohe! 
And the twilight hour is long! 

I DO NOT KNOW 

I do not know if there is God, 
The centre of this whirling orb 
Making and unmaking. 

I do not know if there is God — 
But there's a spirit in the wood. 

That was it where once the lupin shook, 

And there it laughed 

Between two gurgles of the brook. 

Warm silence and the windless stir 

Along my sides where once was fur, 

And nameless fierce temptations in my blood. 

Or when the dawn is like a trumpet laid 

To the sea's lips that are curved keen for it, 

When the wet beach is gleaming like a shell 

And all the foreshore whispers in green fire, 

I have felt that spirit pass, 

Stalking the young winds in the grass. 

I do not know if there is God — 
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